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The  Kentucky  mountains 

and  llAsher  Sizemore" 


Thos.  B.  Ashley 


'Kentucky,"  the  fairest  daughter  of  the  South,  has  for  her  crown  the  emerald 

mountains  of  the  East,  her  feet  are  clad  in 
sandals  of  "Pennyrile,"  and  her  robe  the 
green  velvet  of  the  "Blue  Grass."  Thus,  she 
majestically  and  proudly  steps  among  her 
sister  states  conscious  of  the  great  men 
she  calls  her  own,  and  her  fidelity  to  high 
ideals.  She  is  ever  tremulous  with  the  ex- 
citement of  unforgotten  perils  and  early 
adventures. 

The  Uplands  have  always  had  a  mes- 
sage for  those  who  have  ears  to  hear.  They 
speak  of  mystery,  of  sorrow  and  sometimes 
of  loneliness,  but  always  with  an  interpre- 
ter. Well  might  we  remember  that  the  Ap- 
palachian Range,  in  the  shadows  of  which 
we  move,  is  among  the  oldest  regions,  with 
traditions  and  customs  of  an  honored  and 
revered  ancestry.  Their  clannish,  factional, 
feudal  and  fatal  views  of  life,  have  come, 
under  the  grind  for  a  living  and  combat 
with  natural  forces,  which,  for  150  years 
have  bent  the  backs  of  our  Kentucky 
Mountain  Folk.  What  we  need  and  all  we 
ask  is  a  "chance."  Develop  the  "mountain 
youth"  to  a  point  of  productive  energy,  he 
will  win  his  contests  in  athletics,  business, 
and  the  like,  producing  great  teachers, 
preachers,  lawyers,  doctors  and  professional 
men  and  women  in  all  walks  of  life.  Your 
heart  will  beat  faster  if  you  will  hear  the 
1,500,000  mountain  boys  and  girls  crying 
for  "a  chance."  Many  are  just  beginning 
to  hear  the  gospel  of  scientific  farming, 
many  small  one-room  schools,  small,  unattractive  churches  with  irregularly  held 
religious  services,  and  with  little  variety  in  social  life,  causing  many  of  our  girls 
to  marry  very  young.  An  intense  individualism  and  family  loyalty  to  inherited 
traditions  and  ideals,  make  our  natives  comparatively  slow  in  yielding  to  pro- 
gressive movements  which  involve  personal  habits  and  customs.  Therefore,  the 
great  demand  for  a  trained,  skilled,  honest  and  Christian  type  of  leadership. 
These  great  truths  flowed  in  upon  the  soul  of  my  choice  friend  "Asher  Sizemore," 
during  those  brimming  days  of  silence  when  he  plied  the  withe  to  the  backs  of 
the  ox-team,  and  wielded  the  hoe  and  the  broad-ax,  amid  the  solitude  of  a 
mountain  wilderness.  This  intimate  contact  with  nature  sent  its  influence  deep 
into  the  life  of  this  mountain  youth. 

It  is  here  I  met  Asher  Sizemore  in  the  heart  of  Pike  County  with  its  789 
square  miles  of  mountain  picturesqueness,  with  Society  in  the  process  of  transition 
so  rapid  in  places  as  to  leave  one  breathless  at  times.  It  was  on  a  Good  Friday 
night,  at  the  altar  of  a  beautiful  Community  Church,  the  sacred  shrine  of  the 
worshippers  of  twelve  different  Denominations,  that  I  laid  my  arm  about  the 
shoulders  of  this  fine  young  man,  who  was  bowing  in  humble  submission  to  the 
Will  of  God,  and  pronounced  the  blessings  of  the  Church  upon  him.  At  the 
time  he  was  engaged  in  the  Accounting  Department  of  a  large  Coal  Company 
and  I  was  its  Religious  Educational  Director.  I  am  sure  you  need  no  words 
now,  to  explain  just  why  I  am  writing  these  few  lines. 

Sometime,  somewhere,  in  the  poetic  nature  of  this  mountain  youth  was 
born  the  seed  of  song.  It  must  have  often  come  to  the  verge  of  its  unfolding. 
He  must  have  often  felt  the  "fire  of  the  coming  flower."  One  day,  we  know  not 
when,  but  it  was  a  blessed  day,  a  mighty  inspiration  smote  the  soul  of  this 
youth  of  the  Kentucky  Mountains,  and  out  of  the  silence  the  seed  burst  into 
blossom,  on  which  day  he  gave  the  world  his  lyrical  trust.  A  lyric  which  has 
sung  and  played  itself,  by  the  aid  of  the  voice  of  sweet  "LITTLE  JIMMIE"  into 
the  hearts  of  countless  thousands  and  will  continue  until  its  music  melts  away 
and  blends  with  the  harmonies  of  another  world. 

THOS.  B.  ASHLEY. 


Ttlr.  and  Ulrs.  Asher  Sizemore 
"Little  Jimmie"  and  "Buddij" 

ym  SHER  SIZEMORE,  a  native  of  the  Kentucky  Mountains,  lived  and  grew 

/I  to  manhood  hidden  away  far  from  the  advantages  found  in  the  centers 
^1  of  civilization.  Asher's  Father  was  a  timberman  and  during  his  early 
■^  *•  boyhood  days  he  found  himself  always  busy  helping  dad  in  the  "Log 
Woods"  and  helping  to  take  care  of  the  oxen,  etc.  During  his  busy  days 
as  a  boy  he  managed  to  keep  up  his  work  in  school  finishing  the  grades  and  high 
school  and  later  a  commercial  course,  securing  his  first  position  as  a  bookkeeper 
in  the  employment  of  a  large  Company,  operating  coal  mines  in  Pike  County, 
Kentucky. 

This  brings  us  to  one  of  the  most  important  features  in  Asher's'  Mountain 
Life,  as  it  was  here  in  these  rugged  mountains  that  he  found  his  life's  helpmate, 
Odessa  Foley  Sizemore,  the  daughter  of  Reverend  W.  B.  Foley,  and  they  resided 
at  this  location  for  a  number  of  years. 

Later  moving  on  down  the  Big  Sandy  Ri^er  to  Paintsville,  Kentucky,  we  find 
this  a  point  of  interest,  as  it  was  in  this  little  mountain  town  that  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Sizemore  were  blessed  with  their  son  "JIMMIE"  who  was  destined  to  become  one  of 
the  country's  favorite  juvenile  radio  stars,  known  as  "LITTLE  JIMMIE." 

Little  Jimmie  was  five  years  of  age  January  29,  1933.  He  can  sing  from 
memory  more  than  two  hundred  songs  and  there  are  numerous  others  that  he 
joins  in  with  dad  on  the  chorus.  He  is  a  great  pal  of  his  dad's  and  in  every- 
thing that  he  does,  he  tries  to  imitate  him.  Asher  and  Little  Jimmie  have 
numerous  engagements  and  it  seems  that  their  greatest  difficulty  in  making 
personal  appearances  is  finding  enough  seats  for  their  radio  friends.  After  each 
engagement  Little  Jimmie  always  asks  the  question:  "Dad,  how  much  dough  did 
we  make  to-night?" 

And  now  the  story  would  not  be  complete  without  a  word  about  MOTHER 
and  baby  brother  LITTLE  BUDDY.  They  travel  with  Jimmie  and  Dad  wherever 
they  go  and  in  all  the  many  miles,  it  is  just  like  one  great  big  vacation.  It  seems 
that  Mother's  biggest  job  is  keeping  Little  Buddy  away  from  the  microphone. 
He  says  he  wants  to  sing  "Chawin'  Chawin'  Gum."  Little  Jimmie  is  coaching 
Buddy  and  he  can  sing  a  number  of  Jimmie's  songs. 


GEORGE  WIEDERHOLD 
Programme  Director,  WHAS. 

The  mountain  ballads  which  are  sung  by  Asher  Sizemore  and  his  five-year- 
old  son  Little  Jimmie  burst  forth  from  the  hardy  mountain  people  at  a  time  when 
they  are  happy  and  contented  in  their  homes  and  at  peace  with  God  and  the 
world.  Mr.  Sizemore  and  Jimmie  have  made  thousands  of  friends  over  the  air, 
as  well  as  many,  many  others  through  their  personal  appearances  in  theatres, 
hospitals,  orphan  homes,  etc. 

I,  together  with  the  entire  staff  of  WHAS,  have  been  very  fortunate  in  being 
in  close  personal  contact  with  Mr.  Sizemore  and  Little  Jimmie  during  the  past 
two  years,  and  have  come  to  love  and  admire  them  as  all  do,  who  have  the  privi- 
lege of  really  knowing  them. 

Asher  and  Little  Jimmie  are  most  sincere  in  their  work,  and  it  is  their  de- 
sire to  give  you  the  particular  songs  you  enjoy.  A  letter  of  suggestion  or  en- 
couragement to  them  will  be  welcome  always,  and  will  enable  them  to  more 
accurately  interpret  your  desires  in  their  programmes  which  WHAS  is  so  glad  to 
broadcast  for  your  enjoyment. 


GEORGE  WIEDERHOLD,  Programme  Director  WHAS, 
the  Courier-Journal  and  Louisville  Times. 
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1.  I'm   going      to     be  a      cow-boy 

2.  I'll      ride       an    old       buck jump-er 


When    I  get   big   like  my        dad 

Oh       boy,   what  fun     it    will       be  _ 
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I'll     be        a     bron    -    co    bust-er 
And     no      old-time      cow-punch-er 


And    ride  o'er  the  plains      like      mad. 
Will    have  an  -  y  -  thing       on        me. 
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Oh      give  me  a     life       in  the    sad-die 


Out     on       the  West -ern       plains, 
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I'll      be  as   game      a        cow-boy 


As       ev    -     er  pulled      the    reins. 
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3.    I'll  check   the  stampede  cattle 
I'll  learn  to  twirl   the  twine 
I'll   court  the  ranchman's  daughter 
And  take  her  out  to  dine. 


4.     I'll  be  a  sporting  cowboy 

The  best  on  the  ranch  that's  found 
I'll  make  the  girls  all  dizzy 
When  I  gallop  into  town. 


Copyright    1933    by  Asher  Sizemore 


IN  THE  VALLEY  OF  KENTUCKY 


1.  lu  the      val-ley   of  Ken- tuck -y  Where  the  grass  is  al-ways  blue,    And  the  birds  are  sing-ing 
'Z.  Oft-  en  times  my  tho'ts  would  wander  To  that   coz  -  y   lit  -  tie  nook,   Where     Nell  and  I     as 
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sweet -ly    all    the    day,_ 
sweet-hearts  used  to  meet.. 
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There  1      had   a  sweet-heart  Nel-lie    The        sweet-estgirl    I 
There  I    told  her  how    I      lov'd  her,  Be         side  the  bab-bling 


m* 


mm 


i^ 


TW 


|gg 


ft 


P 


~z? — 

Amin 


# 


D7 

i 

i  i      i 

^ 


* 


^ 


1 


Emir 

i     i 

•  r  t  r  r 


knew,      One   day  she  died    and     then    I  went     a    -    way., 
brook.    Oh     life  was  then    to       us      a  joy    com-plete. 


My    heart  is    dai  -  ly 
In     mem'ry  I   can    see 


yearn-ing  For  that  dear  old  southern  home,  And     in    my  dreams  I        oft -en  think  4-        see,, 
a- gain     The  bridge  that span'd  the stream.O'er  which  we  oft-  en     wan-der'dside  by      side. 


IN  THE  VALLEY  OF  KENTUCKY 


Just   a      pic-ture  of  the    meadows  And  the    corn-  fields        greenWhichbringsbackten-der 
And    1      hear  the  rip-pling  wa-ters  As    I        fond  -    ly  dream     Of    one  who  promised 


M 


mm 


m 


m 


i^n 


:2= 


Tf 


m 


f 


w 


CHORDS 

G 


I 


^^P 


W^i 


mem-  o-ries    to       me. 

she  would  be    my      bride.. 


Take  me     back  to     old  Ken- tuck- y,   To  the  home  I    love  so 
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well,    The  scenes  of  my  dear  child-hood  And  the  rest  -ing  place  of  Nell.   For  my   heart  is    ev-er 
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pin -ing,For  the  sun  that's  ev-er  shin-ing,  In  the      val-ley  of  Ken-tuck-y,     My   home  sweet  home. 


8  YOU  CANT  DO  WRONG  AND  GET  BY 

L.  A.  E.  Lethal  A.  Ellis 
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1.  There's  a  God  who's  standing     gt        heav  -  en's  door, He's    look- irg    this 

2.  Out        in  -  to     the    dark-ness    you  a  -  lone  may   go,  And  seeds  for    the 

3.  Yes,      He  knows  your  sec  -  rets,  ev  -  'ry-thing  you    do,  He  knows  that  your 
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n    -    ni  -  verse    o'er;    And    He  sees  each  mor  -  tal  with  a     search-ing 
wick-ed    one      sow;  There's  an  eye  that's  watching  from  the  throne  on 
life     is      un    -true;  You     can  ne'er  de  -  ceive  Him,  there's  no  use     to 
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eye,    You  can't  do  wrong  and     get  by. 

high,  You  can't  do  wrong  and     get  by     You  can't  do  wrong  and    get 

try,     You  can't  do  wrong  and     get  by. 
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be,     ev  -'ry-thing   He  doth   see,    You  can't  do  wrong  and    get      by. 
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ARE  YOU  ANGRY  WITH  ME  DARLING 
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Are      you    ang-rv  with  me  dar-ling? 


Are       you  go-ing  at  me   mad?_ 


Have    they  taught  you  too,  and  from  me 
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Have    they  taught  you  to   for -get? 
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Time    will   change  in   know-ledge 
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Then      our  days  will  come  once  more! 
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2.  You  may  be  with  many  fair  faces, 
Some  will  tell  you  I'm  not  true. 
Don't  believe  in  Bill  or  Oily, 
None  can  love  you  as  I  do. 


3.  When  I  crosses  the  wifle,  wide  ocean; 
Then  your  face  no  more  I II  see. 
Darling,  sometimes  when  you're  dreaming, 
Won't  you  sometimes  dream  of  me. 
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THE  OLD-FASHIONED  MEETING 

(Used  by  permission) 
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Herbert  Buffum 
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1.  Oh.  how  well    I        re-mem-ber    in    the  old- fash  -  ioned  days.  Wheu  some 

2.  There  was  singing,  such  sing-ing,   of  those  old-fash  -  ioned  airs!  There  was 

3  Well,  they  say  it       is  better, "Things  have  changed.don't  you  know, "And  the 

4  If      the  Lord  nev  -  er  chang-es,    as     the  fashions       of  men,      If    He's 
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old  -  fash  -  ioned  peo  -  pie    had  some   old  -  fash  -  ioned  ways;      In  the 

pow  -  er,  such  pow  -  er     in    those   old  -  fash  -  ioned  pray'rs.  An  old - 

peo  -  pie  in     gen  -  'ral,  seem    to    think  it         is      so;       And  they 

al  -  ways  the  same,  why,  He      is      old  -  fash  -  ioned,  then'      As  an 
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con  -  vie  -  tion  made  the    sin  -  ner  pray,  And 

old  -  fash-ioned  when  I     dare  to     say,   That 

ioned  sin  -  ner  saved  thro'  old-time  grace,   Oh, 
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how  God  an-swered  their  pray'r. 

,  in  the  old  -  fash  -  ioned  way.  'Twas  an    old-fash-ioned  meeting, 

in  the  old-fash-ioned  w.'.y. 

to  an  old  -  fash  -  ioned  place. 


man  -  ner, 
saved  Him 
bet  -  ter 
take     me 
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THE  OLD-FASHIONED  MEETING    (Continued) 
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pray.   And  God  heard  me,     and  saved  me    in     the  old  fash  -  ioned  way 
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GATHERING  BUDS 


James  Rowe. 


James  D.  Vaughan. 
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1  Je-  sus  has  tak-  en  a  beau  ti -ful  bud,  Out  of  our  gar -den  of 
2.  Full  blooming  flowers  a-lone  will  not  do;  Some  must  be  young  and  un 
3  Fathers  and  mothers,  weep  not  or  be  sad,  Still  on  the  Sav-iour  re 
4.  Blooming  in  beau-ty    in  heaven  they  are,  Blooming  for  you  and  for 
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Borne  it     a  -  way  to  the    cit  -  y      of  Goc1  Home  of  the  an-gels    a  -  bove 

So     the  frail  bud3  He    is  gath-er-ing,  too.  Beau- ti -ful  gems  of  His  throne. 

You  shall  be-hold  them  a-gain,  and  be  glad,  Beau-  ti  -  ful  flow-ers  on     high. 

Fol  -  low  the  Lord,  tho'  the  cit  -  y    be  far,  Till  our  bright  blossoms  we  see. 
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D  <$.-Je-sus  is  gath-er  -  ing,  day  af  -  ter  day,  Buds  for  the  pal -ace  of    heav  n 
Chorus.  ,  D  S 
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Gath-er-  ing  bads,   gath-er-ing  buds,  Won-der-ful  care  will  be     giv'n 


Jun  D   Vaashsn,  owner,  1M1. 
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BARBARA  ALLEN 
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1.  In   scar- let  town   where     I      wasborn    There  was     a  fair      maid  dwell  "ing,-       Made 

2.  All    in    the  mer  -    ry   month  of  May,     When   the  green  buds   were  swell  -  ing,        Sweet 
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ev-  'ry  youth         cry     well      a  -  way     And  her  name  was    Bar    -   bara       Al  -  len. 
Wil-liam  came    from  the  Wes-  tern  States,      And       court-ed    Bar    -    bara       Al  -len. 
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3 .    It  was  all  in  the  month  of  June, 
When  all  things  they  were  blooming 
Sweet  William  on  his  death  bed  lay, 
For  the  love  of  Barbara  Allen. 

4       He  sent  his  servants  to  the  town, 
Where  Barbara  was  a  dwelling 
My  master  is  sick  and  sends  for  yon, 
If  your  name  be  Barbara  Allen. 

And  death  is  painted  on  his  face, 
And  o'er  his  heart  is  stealing, 
Then  hasten  away  to  comfort  him, 
0  lovely  Barbara  Allen. 

6.  So  slowly,  slowly  she  got  up 
And  slowly  she  came  nigh  him 
And  all  she  said  when  she  got  tHere, 
Young  man  I  think  you're  dying 

7.  Oh  yes  I'm  sick  and  very  sick, 
And  death  is  on  me  dwelling 

No  better,  no  better  I  never  can  be, 
If  I  can't  have  Barbara  Allen. 

8.  Oh  yes,  you're  sick  and  very  sick, 
And  death  is  on  you  dwelling. 

No  better,  no  better  you  never  will  he, 
For  you  can't  have  Barbara  Allen. 

9.  Oh  don't  you.  remember  in  yonder  town, 
When  you  were  at  the  tavern, 

You  drank  a  health  to  the  ladies  all  around 
And  slighted  Barbara  Allen. 


?     *       °' 

10.    As  she  was  on  her  highway  home 
The  birds  they  kept  a  singing, 
They  sing  so  clear  they  seemed  to  say, 
Hard  hearted  Barbara  Allen. 

11.  As  she  was  walking  o'er  the  fields, 
She  heard  the  death  bell  knelling, 
And  every  stroke  did  seem  to  say, 
Hard  hearted  Barbara  Allen . 

12.  She  looked  to  the  east,  she  looked  to  the  west 
She  spied  his  corpse  a  coming. 

Lay  down,  lay  down  that  corpse  of  clay 
That  I  may  look  upon  him. 

13.  The  more  she  looked, the  more  she  mourned, 
Till  she  fell  to  the  ground  a  crying. 
Saying  take  me  up  and  carry  me  home, 
For  I  am  now  a  dying. 

14.  0  Mother,  0  Molher,  go  make  my  bed, 
Go  make  it  long  and  narrow, 

Sweet  William  died  for  pure,  pure  love 
And  I  shall  die  for  sorrow. 

15.  0  Father,  0  Father  go  dig  my  grave, 
Go  dig  it  long  and  narrow. 

Sweet  William  died  for  me  today 
I'll  die  for  him  tomorrow. 

16.  She  was  buried  in  the  old  churcn  yard 
And  he  was  buried  a.nigh  her. 

On  Williams  grave  there  grew  a  red  rose 
On  Barbara's  grew  a  green  briar. 


/*  M.  H. 


I  MISS  MY  MOTHER  AND  DAD 

(Used    by    permission) 
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1.  When  I    go    to  the  horns  of  my  childhood,  Where  I  played  when  my  heart 

2.  The   old  moss  cov-ered  house  19  still  standing,  And  the  yard  with  sweet  flow- 

3.  Their  old  armed  chairs  are  there  by  the  fireside,  Where  they  taught  me  to  shnn 

4.  Soon  I'll  go    to  that  home-land  in  Heav-en,  Where  we'll  never  grow  old 
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was   so  glad;  There  I  find  friends  to  give  me 
ers    is  clad;  And  the  birds  Bing  as  sweet -ly 
all    the  bad;     I    can  still  read  the  old  fam  • 
or     be    sad;  We  will    be    re   -  u  -  nit  -  ed 
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My  Bi-ble,  But  I 
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miss  my  dear  moth  -  er  and  dad.    Yes,  I    miss    my  Moth  -er  and 


miss  my  dear  moth  -  er  and  dad. 
miss  my  dear  moth  -  er  and  dad. 
Je  -  bus  and  moth  -  er  and  dad. 

m «• m - 

SEjPC — i-t-h — f — p3 


miss  dear 


!ffi 


*->■ 


w  *  ir 

n    \j   Be 


JOi 


1 


£ 


t,    t/    'I*— te  >    I" 


g    D    ' 


0 


0    L 


i 


*=fc 


«rr  a 


pT 


z==^&t3=3=3=3=2=s±g 


C  b  t>  *  i 


ii 


Dad,  The  two  best  friends  1  ev  •  er  had;  They  are 

Mother  and  Dad,  1    ev  •  er  had; 
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not  there  to-day, Where  I  used  to  play.  So  I  miss  my  dear  Mother  and  Dad. 
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SWEET  HOUR  OF  PRAYER 


W.  W   WALFOED. 
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1.  Sweet  hour  of  pra/rl  sweet  hour  of  pray'r!  That  calls  me  from  a  world  of  care,  i 
And   bids   me,    at    my  Father's  throne,  Make  all  my  wants  and  [Omit.  ..  ] 

2.  Sweet  hour  of  pray'r!  sweet  hour  of  pray'r !  Thy  wings  shall  my  pe  -  ti-tion  bear, 
To    Him  whose  truth  and,  faith-f ul-  ness,  En-gage  the  wait  -  ing  [Omit.  .  .  ] 

3.  Sweet  hour  of  pray'r!  sweet  hour  of  pray'r!  May  I    Thy  con  -  so  -  la-tion  share, , 
Till  from  Mount  Pis-gah's  loft -y  height,    I  view  ray  home  and  [Omit.  .  ] 
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D.  C. — And  oft  es-caped  the  temp-ter's  snare,  By  thy  re-turn,  sweet  [Omit.  . 
D.  C. — I'll  cast  on  Him  my  ev  -  'ry  care,  And  wait  for  Him,  sweet  [Omit.  . 
D.  C. — And  shout,  while  passing  thro'  the  air,  Farewell,  farewell,  sweet  f  Omit.   . 
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wish-es  known;  In  sea-sons  of  dis-tress  and  grief,  My  soul  has  of t-en  found  re-lief, 
souls  to  bless;  And  since  He  bids  me  seek  His  face,  Be-liefe  His  word  and  trust  His  grace, 
take  my  flight;  This  robe  of  flesh  I'll  drop,  and  rise  To  seize  the  ev  -  er-last-ing  prize; 


hour  of  pray'r. 
"WM.  HUNTER. 


THE  GREAT  PHYSICIAN 
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1.  The  great  Phy-si  -  cian  now    is 
He  speaks  the  droop-ing  heart   to 

2.  Your  ma  -  ny  sins   are    all     for- 
Go      on    your  way    in  peace    to 

3.  All    glo  -  ry     to    the    dy  -  ing 
I      love     the  bless  -  ed  Sav  -  iour' 

4.  His  name    dis  -  pels  my  guilt  and 
0     bow    my    soul    de- lights  to 


near,  The  sym  -  pa-  thiz  - 
cheer,  0,  hear  the  voice 
giv'n,  0,  hear  the  vcice 
heav'n  And  wear  a  crown 
Lamb  !  1    now  be-  lieve 
s  name,  1    love  the  name 
fear.  No  oth  -  er  name 
hear;  The  charming  name 
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D.  C.  1  -Sweet-est  car 
Eefrain. 


ol     ev  -  er  sung,  *J     Je  •  sus,  bless  -  ed  Je  >  sus. 
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Sweet-est  note    in     ser  •  aph  song, 
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Sweet-est  aame  on    mor  -  tal  tonguo, 
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GOD'S  RADIO  15 

(Used  by  permission) 
Copyright,  MCMXXXI,  by  R.  b*.  Wiasett,  in  Latter  RaitfRevival,  Dayton,  Term. 

J.W.  P.  B.  BAILEY. 
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1.  When  with  toil  you're  weary  and  you're  sad  and  lone,  And  you'd  like  a  message 

2.  You      may  roam  the  des-  ert    or    traverse  the  seas, Sail  a  -  mid  the  beau-ties 

3.  You       can  nev-  erpass  beyond  His  boundless  love,  For  it  fills  the  whole  wide 

4.  0  how  sweet  to  know  that  God  is  ev'ry-where,And  when  howling  tempest 


from  the  great  white  throne, Tell  your  wants  to  Jesus,  all  your  care  and  woe, 
of  the  pie  -  ia  -  des;  In  the  ink  -  y  darkness  or  in  sunshine's  glow, 
world,  the  taeavn'ns  a-bove;  Ready  at  yonr  call  His  matchless  love  to  show, 
filli     you  with  de-spair,  He      a  -  lone  can  com-fort,  peace  and  joy  be-stow, 
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You're  in  touch  with  heav-en    o'er  God's  ra 
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Fine.  Refrain. 
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Je-8U8,  get   the   an-swer  right  a- way, There  will  be  no  stat-ic,  ev -'ry 
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word  He'll  hear  you  say;  In    the  air     a-bove,  or   on    the  earth  be-  low, 
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SHAKE  HANDS  WITH  MOTHER  AGAIN 
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1.  If    I  Bhould  be  liv-ing  when  Je-sus  comes,  And  «onld  knot?  the  day  and  the  hour, 

2.  I'dliketo  say  "Mother,  thisis  your  boy,  You  left  when  you  went  a -way; 

3.  There's  coming  a  time  whm  I  can  go  home  To  meet  my  lovep  ones  up  there; 
3.  There'll  be  no  more  sorrow  or  pain  to  bear  In  that  home  be-yond  the  sky; 


•fr^—ff  b  b  b  b  1  'b  IfcMJ  b-n 


I'd  like  to  be  standing  at  moth-er's  tomb  When  Jesus  comes  in  His  pow'r. 
And  now  my  dear  mother  it  gives  megreatjoy  Tosee  you  a-gain  to  -  day". 
There  1  can  see  Je-sus  up  -  on  His    throne  In  that  bright  cit  -y  so  fair. 
A    glo-ri-oustho'twhenwe  all  get  there,  We  ner-er  wilL  say  "good-by." 
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D.  S.  -When  I  can  h ear  Je-sus  my  Sav-ior  say, " Shake  hand*  with  mother  a-gain. ' ' 


Refrain 


D.  S. 


'Twill  be  a    won-der-ful  hap  -  py  day,  Up  there  on  the  gold-en  strand. 
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NOW  I  LAY  ME  DOWN  TO  SLEEP 
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Now       I 


lay   me 


flown     to 


sleep,      I 


pray       the 


Lord,  my 


keep, 
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I     should 


die      be 


fore        I 
fi     * 


wake,    I 


pray. 


-the 

-s — 


Lord_  my 


ARE  YOU  TIRED  OF  ME  MY  DARLING 
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1.  Are  you  tired      of      me     my    dar-ling 


2.  Do  you   ev    -      er      rue    the  spring-time,. 

3.  Do  you   think     the  bloom's  de  -  part  -  ed, 
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Did  you  nieanthosewordsyousaibn 
When  we  first  each  oth-er  met,. 
From   the  cheeks  you  tho't  so     fair,. 
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That  has  made    me  yours,  for  -    ev  -  er  _ 

How  we    spoke    in   warm  af  -    fec-tion, 

Do   you    think    I've  grown  cold   heart-ed, 


Since    the   day  that  we  were    wed.. 
Words    my  heart  can  ne'er  for- get.. 


Tell     me   could  you  live  life    o  -  ver Would  you   make  it    oth-er -wise, Are  you 
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tired      of      me     my      dar  -  ling 


An        swer     on  -  ly  with  your  eyes . 
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I'LL  NEVER  GET  DRUNK  ANY  MORE 
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1.  I'll  never  get  drunk  any  more 
I'll  never  get  drunk  any  more 
I'll  lay  my  head  within  a  bar  room  door 
And  111  never  get  drunk  any  more. 

2.Some  say  they  love  the  pleasure 
What  pleasure  do  I  see 
When  the  only  girl  I  ever  loved 
Has  proved  untrue  to  me. 


3.  Once  I  had  a  fortune 

All  locked  •within  my  trunk 
But  I  lost  it  all  a  gambling 
One  night  when  I  was  drunk. 

4.  Once  I  had  a  sister 

She  gave  me  good  advise 

She  begged  me  to  quit  my  gambling 

And  marry  me  a  loving  wife 


WHAT'LL  I  DO  WITH  THE  BABY-0 
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How  in  the  world  did  the  Old  Folks  know  I  had  a  little  girl  named  Ida  Red 

That  I  like  sugar  in  my  coffee-o  She  fell  in  love  with  a  boy"  named  Ned 

The  wind  blowed  high  and  the  wind  blowed  low  I  took  my  gun  from  the  peggie-o 

Blowed  some  sugar  in  my  coffee-o  And  I  shot  him  through  the  tummy-o. 

CHORUS. 

What'll  t  do  with  the  baby-o 
What'll  I  do  with  the  baby-o 
What'll  I  do  with  the  baby-o 
Take  him  to  his  mamy-o. 

Up  in  the  hollow  the  cowbells  ring  i  had  a  little  girl  named  Mary  Lee 

The  bulldog  barks  and  the  Jaybird  sings  t  asked  her  if  she'd  marry  me 

Sung  so  hard  his  throat  got  dry  She  says   I  like  your  manner  Joe 

Then  you  ought  to  have  heard  that  Jaybird  cry.  But  I've  got  to  stay  homewith  Granny  o 


CHAWIN'  CHAWIN'  GUM 
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Mama  sent  me  to  the  spring, 

She  told  me  not  to  stay 

I  fell  in  love  with  a  pretty  little  girl, 

And  could  not   get  away. 


Mama  don't  want  me  to  whistle, 
Papa  dont  want  me  to  sing- 
They  don't  want  me  to  marry, 
I'll  marry  just  the  same. 


CHORUS 

Chawing,  chewing  gum,  chewing,  chawing  gum 

Chawing,  chewing  gum.chewing,  chawing  gum'. 


First  she  gave  me  peaches, 
Next  she  gave  me  pears 
Next  she  gave  me  fifty  cents, 
Kissed  me  on  the  stairs. 


I    took  my  girl  to  church  last  night, 
And  what  you  reckon  she  done 
She  walked  right  up  in  the  preacher's  face, 
And  chawed  her  chewing  gum. 


MY  LITTLE   ROOSTER 
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I  love  my  rooster,  my  rooster  loves  me 
I  cherish  my  rooster  on  the  green  bay  tree 
My  little  rooster  goes  cocka  do  do  de 

doodle  de  doodle  de  doodle  de  doo. 

I  love  my  hen  my  hen, loves  me  (repeat) 
My  little  hen  goes   cluck,  cluck,  cluck. 


I  love  my  duck, my  duck  loves  me  (repeat) 
My  little  duck   goes   quack,  quack,  quack 

I  love  my  pig  my  pig  loves  me  (repeat) 
My  little  pig  goes  oink,  oink,  oink. 

I  love  my  turkey,  my  turkey  loves  me  (repeat) 
My  little  turkey  goes  gobble,  gobble, gobble. 
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MOTHER  AND  HOME 

Ernest  ly  dedicated  to  our  mothers. 
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1.  Years  a  -  go  when  but     a    boy,  Sing -ing  songs  waa  moth-el's  joy,  When  my 

2.  Fa  -  ther,  he    was  good  and  kind,  Oft     he  told    us    We  would  find,  Not  an 

3.  My    dear  moth-er    we      ali  knew  To      her  God  was  ev  -  er  true,  Aad  she 

4.  Now  I'm  here    so    far     a  -  way,  From  that  home  I've  gone  a  -  stray;  Yet  my 
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fa-  ther  dear  would  leave  us  there  so  lone;    I      can  hear  her  voice  so  sweet, 
oth  -  er  that  would  share  our  ills   and  woes ;  'Twas  her  hands  that  pressed  my  brow, 
told  us    o'er  thisworld  to    nev-erroam;  As     in  years  we  old  -  er  grew, 
moth-er    of  -  ten  prays  for   me    a-  lone;  Troubles,  tri  -  als    to     en -dure, 


-tAi- 


£ 


— g— -fe   .   |  -  g-F       g      !, 


As  she'd  sing  "When  shall  we  meet;"  I  can  ne'er  forget  my  moth-er  and  my  home. 
I  can  al-most  feel  them  now;  I  can  ne'er  forget  my  moth-er  and  my  homo. 
She  her  blessings  would  be-stow;  I  can  ne'er  forget  my  moth-er  and  my  home. 
Yet     I'll  live   a  life  that's  pure  Then  I'll  meet  my  dear,sweet  mother  in  our  home. 
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D.  S. — She  was  ev  -  er  just  the  same;a  I   can  ne'er  f  or-get  my  moth-er  and  my  home. 
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My  dear  moth  -  er,  she    was  true    To  her  chil  -  dren  and  her  home;  She  was 
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pa  -  tient,  ten-der,  kind,  and  loved 


us    all;     I  praise  God  for  her  sweet  name, 
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WILL  IT  BE  AN  UNBROKEN  FAMILY  21 

Words  and  music  by  Leonard  A.  Gordon. 
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(  Ma  -  ny  loved  ones  have  gone  to  that  home  Where  sor-row  and  care  nev- 
I  If    your  bouI     is  redeemed  by   the   blood,     Is  cleansed  by  the  won-der- 
/  There  the  Sav-iour  is  wait  -  ing  for    yon,       If      sin  -  less  your  soul  i 
(  Oh,    He  wants  you  to  fight    a-gainst  sin,     That  heav  -  en's  re-ward  yc 
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ful 

2   /  There  the  Sav-iour  is  wait  -  ing  for    yon,       If      sin  -  less  your  soul  is   and 

i  may 
g   J  Let    us    hon  -  or  His  glo  -  ri  -  ous  name,    His  grace   to   the  wayward  pro- 
lAll  our  dear  ones  will  wel-come  us  there,    The    glo  -  ries  of  heav -en    to 


come,     And  to  meet  you  in    glo  -  ry    they    wait        To  -  day    at    the 

flood,      Oh,  .so  hap  -  py,  so    sin  -  less  and    fair,  [Omit 

true;    Therewith  all    the  re-deemed  gone  be  -  fore,  His   name  you  shall 

win;      And  He  wants  you  to     live     in     His      love,  [Omit 

claim,   That,  at  last,     in  that  won- der- ful      place,  With  joy   we     may 

share;  There  to-geth  -  er  glad  praise  we  shall    sing  [Omit 
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beau  -  ti  -  ful  gate.       The  Lord  will  n  -  nite  you  up    there. 

praise  and  a  -  dore.      That  you  may  be-hold  Him  a  -  bove.    Will  there  be   a 

look  on  Hig    face.        To    Je  -  bu§  our  glo  -  ri  -  ons  King.  w 
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hap-py  re  -  un  -  ion         In  that  bean  -  ti  -  ful  home  of  the    soul;    Shall  we 
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live  with  our  blessed  Re-deem  -  er,     While  the  numberless  a  -  ges  shall  roll? 
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WHEN  THE  ROSES  BLOOM  AGAIN 
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l.Thvywere  stroll-ingthru  the  gloam-ing  As  the     ros-eswere   in    bloom,    A      sol-dier  and  his 
2. Midst  the   rut     tie  of     the    bat-tie, Came  a     whis-per  soft  and   low,       A      sol-dier  who  had 
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sweet-heart  fond  and  true, 
fal      len  in     the     fray, 
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And  their  heartswerefill'dwithsor-row.Astheirtho'tswere  of  to  - 
I     am     dy- ing  cap -tain,  dy-ing  And  1     know  I    have  to 


^k 


av>  -  tan 


m 


pm 


w 


*=*=? 


m 


m 


P^ 


m 


m 


f 


i 


-  r- 


» * m. 


^m 


mor-row,As she  pinn'd  a    rose  up  -    on  his  coat   of      blue.. 
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go,    But     I     want  you    to    prom-ise  e'er  1     pass  a-way. 
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Do  not    ask  me  love  to 
There's  a  far  and  dis-tant 
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lin-ger,  For  you  knownotwhat  to     say,       For    du  -  ty  calls  your  sweet-hearts  name  a-gain,. 
riv- er  Where  the  ros-es  are  in     bloom,    A      maid-en  who    is    wait  -  ing  there  for    me,_ 
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WHEN  THE  ROSES  BLOOM  AGAIN 
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And  your  heart  need  not  be  sigh-ing  If    I      be    a  -  mongthe  dy-ing,  I'll  be    with  you  when  the 

And  it's  there  1    pray  you  take  me.l'vebeen  faith-fuldon'tfor-sakeme,!'!!  be    with youwhen  the 
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ros-es  bloom  a     gain., 
ros-es  bloom  a  -  gain  . 
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When  the    ros-  es  bloom  a  -  gain  be-side  the     riv-er,. 
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And  the     rob  -  in  red  breast  singshis  sweet  re- frain, 
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Syne,  I'll   be  with  you  sweet-heart  niine,l'll  be  with  youwhen  the  ros-es  bloom  a  -  gain. 
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PUT  MY  LITTLE  SHOES  AWAY 
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Now  come     ba,lhe  my    fore  -  head     moth 

San  ta       Claus  he  brought  them      to 
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For 
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grow-ing     ver  -  y  weak, 

lot     of      oth  -  er         things 
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Let  one      drop    of     wa  -  ter     moth 

Then  I        think    he  brought  an      ang 
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Fall  up    -   on    my    burn-ing        cheek. 

With  a        pair  of      gold -en         wings, 
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Soon 
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ba  -  by   will      be       larg 


mates  That  I       nev  -  er    more" shall      play,  . 

er,  Then      they'll    fit    his     lit     tie        feet," 
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PUT  MY  LITTLE  SHOES  AWAY 
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Give  them     all     my     toys  but      moth 

Won't  he     look   so     hand-some    moth 


Put 
As 
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lit-  tie  shoes  a  -    way. 
walks  up -on    the      street 


You      will      do   this  moth-er     won't  you 


# 


G 


C 

)    I   f 


^ 


^ 


Put  my      lit  -  tie  shoes  a    -    way, 


Give  them     all    my   toys,  but 
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THE  DYING  COWBOY 
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1.  So  ear    -    ly      one     morn  -  ing       I 

2.  My      friends   and      re    -     la  -  tions      I'd 

3.  Go       write      me        a         let  -  ler       to 


rode  o'er     the    ranch  -  es,  So 

left  in      Bos  -  ton  My 

my  gray  haired    moth  -  er,  Go 

4.    Go         take      me       to  the  grave  yard    and       place  the      sod      o'er     me,  And 
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ear    *  ly  one  morn- ing     I  rode     o    -  ver    there,       I         saw     a  young  cow- boy   all 

par     -  ents      knew       not  where    I       had  roamed,    I  first  went    to     Tex  -as    and 

break  the    news  to     my        6is  -  ter      so'     dear,      But  there    is     an  -  oth- er  who'sas 

play    the  dead  march-es    that  car  -  ry     me      on,      Just  beat   the  drum  o'er  me     and 
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dressed  in  white    lin  -  en  With  coal  black     eyes        and      wav  -  ing  black  hair., 

hired     as     a    ranchman    Got  shot     in  the     bos-om   and     death      is  my    doom, 

dear      as    my    moth  -  er,  Who'd  Weep     if  she  knew     I     was        dy    -  ing  out     here, 

play     the  fife    slow  -  ly,  For  I  in       a  dead   cow-boy  and  I   know     I've  done  wrong. 
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MY  HORSES  AIN'T  HUNGRY 
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1.  My    horses  aint  hungry  they  won't  eat  yoiu  liny,  So    fare  you  well  Pol- ly,  I'm     go-ing  a-way,Your 

2.  I     knowtheydontlikeyou.hut  why  do  youeare.You  know  I'm  your  Pol-  ly,You  know  I'm  yourdear,     I 

3.  Yes,    I  will  go  with  you.you're  poorl   am  told,  It's  yourlove  I'm  wanting,  not     sil-ver  and  gold.We'll 

4.  I     hato    toleaveniamn,  she  treatsme  sokind,  But     I'll    do    as     I  promised  that  Johnnyofmine,So 
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parents  don't  like  me,they    say  I'm  too  poor,  They     say  I'm  not  wor-thy  to        en  -  ter  your  door, 

know  your  my  Pol- ly,  hut     I've  not  longto  stay,  So       go  with  medarl-ing,  we'll  speed  on  our   way. 

load  our  helongings.we'll  drive  till  he  come,    To    some  lit- tie  cah- in,  we'll  call     it  our  home, 

good-h ye  dear  ma-ma,  I'm      leav-ing  to -day,  We'll     journey  on   farther  and  speed  on  our  way. 
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THE  ORPHAN  GIRL 
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No  home  no  home  anorph-an  girl  cried 
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At     the     door  of    a  prince- 
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As  she  trembling      stood  on  the      pol  -  isned  steps 
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And  leaned      on  themar-ble       wall 
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THE  ORPHAN  GIRL 


2.  Her  dress  was  thin  and  her  feet  were  bare 
And  the  snow  had  covered  her  head 
Oh  give  me  a  home  she  feebly  cried, 
A  home  and  a  piece  of  bread. 
My  father, alas,  I  never  knew 
Tears  dimmed  the  eyes  so  bright 
''My  mother  sleeps  in  a  new  made  grave 
'Tis  an  orphan  that  begs  to  night." 

3."I  must  freeze"  she  cried  as  she  sank  on  the  steps 

And  strove  to  cover  her  feet 

With  her  ragged  garments  covered  with  snow 

Yes,  covered  with  snow  and  sleet. 
The  Orphan  Girl  3 


The  rich  man  lay  on  his  velvet  couch 
And  dreamed  of  his  silver  and  gold 
While  the  orphan  girl  in  her  bed  of  snow 
Was  murmuring,  "So  cold, so  cold!' 

.  The  night  was  dark  and  the  snow  fell  fast 
As  the  rich  man  closed  his  door, 
And  his  proud  lips  curled  with  scorn  as  he  said, 

"No  bread,  no  room,  for  the  poor." 
The  morning  dawned  but  the  orphan  girl 
Still  lay  at  the  rich  man's  door 
And  her  soul  had  fled  to  that  home  above 
Where  there's  bread  and  room  for  the  poor. 
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The  Dying  Girl's  Farewell  * 


G.W..ARCHER.  J.  D.  PATTCN. 

The  following  words  were  in  substance  the  farewell  words  of  Miss  Anna  Taylor 
who  died  Sept.  10, 1897. 
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1.  The  time  has  come,  dear  papa, When  I  must  say  good-bye ;  I  feel  the  shadows  thick'ning' 

2.  Dear  mamma,  0  dear  mamma,  Your  love  was  warm  and  true !  Cast  all  your  cares  on  Jesus 

3.  And  you,  my  precious  sisters.tVhose  eyes  o'er-fiow  with  tears.Think  of  my  home  in  glory, 

4.  Dear  brothers,  I  must  leave  you !  Re-member  life  is  brief !  I  know  my  leaving  pains  you, 

5.  Farewell,  my  lov'd  companions',  I   bid  you  all  a  -  dieu !  0  give  your  lives  to  Je  -  sus, 
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The  end    isdraw-ingnighjl'men-fring  in  the  val-ley,  But  what  have  I    to  fear? 
Un  -  til  He  calls  for  you;  He  nev  -  er  will  forsake  you,  Tho'  sorrows  press  you  sore, 
Be-yond  the  rolling  spheres;  Be  read  -  y  for  His  summons,  Should  it  come  soon  or  late, 
And  fills  your  hearts  with  grief;  But  soon  we'll  be  with  Jesus.Where  we  shall  part  no  more! 
And  be    to  du  -  ty  true!  Walk  close  be-side  the  Master,  Un -til  your  journey's  o'er; 
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The   aD-  gels  are  in  wait-ing,  And  Je  -  sus  too  is  near. 
He'll  bring  you  to  that  cit-y,  Where  we  shall  part  no  more; 

And    I  will  hail  you  welcome.There  by  the  gold-en  gate.  I'll  meet  you  at  the  por  -tal, 
0  brothers.will  you  meet  me  On  that  ce-les-tial  shore? 
He'll  guide  you  thro'  the  valley.And  we  shall  meet  once  more. 
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Be  faithful,  0  be  faithful!  It  won't  be  long  you  know. 
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Where  angels  come  and  go,  Be  faithful,   0  be  faithful!  It  won't  be  long  you  know, 
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♦Beautiful  effect  will  be  obtained  by  usiDg  this  as  a  children  6  motion  song. 
Copyright,  1902,  by  J.  D.  Patton, 
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REMEMBER  DARK  CALVARY  31 

"As  oft  as  ye  d&  this,  do  it  in  remembrance  of  me." 

Owned  bj  R.  E.  Wimett,  and  M.  S.  Lemonj. 

M.S.  LEMONS.    4vR.  E.  W  R.  E.WINSETT. 
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1.  I        re  -  mem  -  ber    how     my  Sav  -  iour  died  for    »e    (died  for    me) 
2.1        re -mem -ber    how    He  blessed  and  broke  the  bread,  (broke  the  bread,) 

3.  I       re -mem -ber    how    He  blessed  the  cup     of  wine,  (cap    of   wine,) 

4.  Just  re  -  mem  -  ber  how    they  pierced  Him  in  the   side,  (in     the    side,) 
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On  the  rug-ged  cross  of  dark  Mount  Cal  -  va  -  ry;  (Cal  -  va  -  ry;) 
Sig  -  ni  -  fiea  my  brok-en  bod  -  y,  thus  He  said;  (thus  He  said;) 
That  which  is  the  pre-ciou3  fruit  -  age  of  the  Tine;  (of  the  vine:) 
From  which  flowed  the  pre-cious  beal-ing  oleans-ing    tide;  (cleansing  tide;) 


I      remembered  how  He  cried,  How  He  bowed  His  head  and  died,  I  re- 
Brok-  en    on  the  cru  -  el  tree,  Hang-ing  there  for  you    and  me;  I  re- 
0    this     is  my  blood,  He  said,  And  for     ma  -  ny    it    was  shed;  I  re- 
It    was  shed  for  you  and  me,  That  from  sin     we  might  be  free;  I  re- 
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D.S. — 0  the  blood  of  Calvary'' s  brow,  I  can  see     it  flow-ing  now,    I     re' 
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member  dark  Cal  -  va  -  ry.  (dark  Cal-va  -  ry.)     I    re-mem-ber  how  He  paid  the 
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member  dark  Cal-va~ry.  {dark  Cal-va-ry.) 
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debt  for  me,(debt  forme,)  How  His  blood  was  shed  on  dark  Calvary.(dark  Calv'ry.) 
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S.  M.B. 


THE  DYING  BOY'S  PRAYER 

S.M.Brown. 
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1".  Companion, draw  nigh  they  say  I  must  die, Early  the  summons  has  como from  onhigh, 

2.  Ah  lean  you  not  bow  and  pray  with  me  now?Sad  the  regret  we  have  never  learn?  d  iioir, 

3.  Ah '.can  you  not  sing  a  song  of  His  love,  How  He  came  down  from  the  maroons  above 

4.  A  -  las!  it  is  bo;  but  thus  it  must  be;  No  word  of  comfort  or  promise  for  me; 

5.  0  people  of  God  who  have  His  blest  word,  Will  you  not  heed  the  coiuiaiid  of  jour  Lord 
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The  way  is  so  dark,  and  yet  I  must  go, Oh,  that  such  sorrow  you  never  may  know. 
To  come  beLre  Him,whoonlycansave,Leadingintriumphthro'd>athandthegraTe. 
To  bleed  and  to  die  orr  Cal  -  va-ry's  tree, Bringing  eal-va-tion  to  sin-ners  like  me. 
To  die  without  God;ot  hope  in  His  Son, Covered  in  darkness,  bereaved  and  undone, 
Andpub-lishto  all  of  Adam's  lost  race.  Pardon,forgivness, salvation  thro'  grace. 
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On  -  ly    a  pray 'r  on  •  ly    a  tear,    0    if  sis  -ter  and  mother  were  here; 
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On  -  ly  a  song  'twill  comfort  and  cheer.Only  a  word  from  that  book  so  dear. 
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Copyright,  1892,  by  S.  M.  Brown. 

To  the  brethren  who  have  aided  me  in  the  stablishment  of  the  Tabernacle  Church 
in  Kansas  City,  I  most  respectfully  dedicate  this  song.  S.  M.  Brown. 

Two  young  men  who  had  been  brought  up  together  in  a  distant  State,  came  to 
Kansas  Cito  to  get  a  start  in  the  world.  They  were  employed  in  laboring  on  the  piers 
of  one  of  the  great  railroad  bridges  on  the  Missouri  River.  An  accident  occurred  in 
which  several  men  were  injured,  among  them  was  one  of  these  young  men,  who  was 
fatally  crushed.  He  was  taken  into  one  of  the  tents  in  which  the  laborers  were  living, 
and,  being  conscious,  he  was  told  by  the  physicians  that  he  could  live  only  a  few 
'lours.  He  requested  his  companions  to  pray  with  him  and  stated  that  he  was  not 
»repared  to  die.  His  friend  assured  him  that  he  did  not  pray  for  himself  and  was 
,  not  fit  to  pray  for  a  dying  man.  Then  he  asked  that  a  song  might  be  sungr  but  was 
again  assured,  by  his  friend,  that  he  knew  no  song  appropriate  to  an  occasion  like 
that.  Finally,  he  begged  that  a  Bible  might  be  brought  and  a  few  verces  read  to 
him  before  he  died.  The  tents  and  cabins  were  searched,  and  there  was  not  a  copy 
of  the  word  of  God  tr>  be  found,  and  so,  among  his  last,  words  the  dying  man  ex- 
claimed, "And  is  it  possible  that  away  -from  home  and  without  a  prayer,  a  song,  or 
a  verse  of  Scripture,  1  am  to  be  ushered  into  the  presence  of  God  unprepared?" 
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